


An jf , r ^7»ff«fe»/Ham!et 

And for my foule, what can . f ^ 

? C,n 8 a thing immorrall a* it fclfo 

Th‘°h“’' d , r «5fi* | i'iVZ« 

^w.h«,zs5r ,,Mb, *“ 

Ha m. It wanes me ftjU, 

Go 5 J>n, He follow thee. 

Ham Ho‘!?ff n0t8 i 0emyLo,:d - 

w. Hold off your hand*. 

^ rul'd, youfl,.,,^ 

An . m \ % ^tc cries out 6 

stu? ,r<li r e '^SSlSS££fi 

Lees follow 

,ss “>*«®rriiS.s t 7 

£*'*• Hearien^ # J£S5 '" ‘ h ' ft '" ° f V ‘”™k- 

M »r- Nay lets follow him. _ 

Exeunt* 

Ha M mi. l E " , * rGho fl*»MiAmln. 

S* K"! Ut *^ oa * eade rue.lpcaVe.Uego no further. 
^«w. I will. 

Whofl'rivnr l T t ' is 

Mud render vpmyfelf" d “"“"‘"S flw>« 

Alas poore Ghoft. 

tyoft. 



’Prittceof'De nmarkc. 

Chuff, pjttiemee not but lend my ferious hearing to 

whatlfoallvnfold. 

Ham. Speake I am bound to heare. 

6boB. So art thou to rcuenge, when thou (halt heare. 
Haw. What? 

Chofl. I am thy fathers fpint. 

Doom’d for a cevta'me tearrne to walke the night. 

And for the day confin’d to faft in fires. 

Till the foule crimes done in my daies ofnature 
Are burnt andpurg’d away s but thatl am forbid 
To tell the fecrets of my prifon-houfe, 

I could a tale vnfold whefe lighteft word 
Would harrow vp thy foule, freeze thy young bloud. 
Make thy two e'tes like ftarres ftart from their Spheres,, 
Thy knotted and combined locks to part. 

And each particular haire to ftand an end, 

Tike quits vpon the fearefuH Porpentine : 

But this eternall blazon muft not be 
To eares of flefh and bloud, lid, lift, O lift, 

If thou did’ft euer thy deare father Ioue. 

Ham. O God. , , 

Cfc^.Reuenge his foule, and molt vnnatural murther. 

Bam. Murther. 

Ghoft. Murther moft foule, as in the belt it is, 

But this moftfoule, ftrange andvnnaturallv 

Ham. Hafte me to know’t,that I with wings as fwifr. 
As meditation, or the thoughts of ioue 
May fweepe to my reuenge. 

Ghofi. I find thee apt, 

And duller fhouldeft thou be then the fat weed' 

That roots it felfe in eafe on Lethe wharffe, 

Would’ft thou not ftirre in this; no w Hamlet heare, 

Tis giuen out, that fteeping in my Orchard, 

A Serpent flung me, fo the whole eare of Denmark? 

Is by a forged proceffe of my death 
Rankely abufed : bu t know thou noble Y outh. 

The Serpent that did fling thy fathers life 
Now weareshis Crowne. 

Ham. O my Prophctike foule my Vncle„ 
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